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The Advance 


COMPany 


Every day of service adds emphasis to the fact that the 
chief difference between Cadillac Model G and cars of the most ex- 
pensive types is in price, not performance. Time after time it has proven 
its superiority over competitors of double its cost and thrice its rated 
power. Let a demonstrator convince you by actual tests; then you will 
appreciate why Model G is the advance favorite for 1908. Speedy, 
silent, responsive, always dependable. Described in catalog G45. 

Cadillac Model H, another luxurious four-cylinder touring car, is de- 


scribed in catalog H45. Thirty horse-power; 50 miles an hour; $2,500. 
The Truth About the Automobile and What It Costs to Maintain One 


is the title of a 64-page booklet of actual facts and figures compiled from sworn statements of a large “ i : a 
number of users of the sturdy single-cylinder Cadillacs. Get a free copy by asking for Booklet No. R45. ae | H ‘ | b I] ; d f 
These smaller Cadillacs—Model S Runabout, $850, and Model T Touring Car, $1,000, are ignda made oO 


described in Catalog T45. Jel. 
CADILLAC 5) C ASCAD 
RE > | PURE WHISKY 
‘ is rich with the mellowness of 


good distilling—Pure as sunshine 
and open air can make its ma- 
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Lifes 
Calendar 
[906 











OW in its fourth year, LIFES CALENDAR has its fixed place in 
thousands of American homes. A calendar is a necessity, and when a 
thing of use is also a thing of beauty it serves a double purpose. LIFE’S 

CALENDAR is both useful and beautiful, which explains its continued and 
growing popularity. The 1908 issue is an improvement on its predecessors. 
The principal drawings are by W. Balfour Ker, R. M. Crosby, C. Clyde Squires, 
Henry Hutt, Bayard Jones and others of LIFE’S best artists. It consists of 
twelve special reproductions and a cover on heavy cardboard, 15% x 12% 
inches, held together with a silk cord and handsomely boxed. It has decorative 
remarques in color, making each page, as it is turned over, a fresh joy to the eye. 


Price $2.00 Each Postpaid 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
17 West Thirty-first Street New York City 
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Three Weeks 
AVE you read it?” “Have you 
read it?” 
They hummed it in my ear. 
And everybody said it 
With a most suggestive leer. 


So I bought it. Yes, I bought it, 
And the meaning was so-clear, 

At the very start I caught it; 
That’s why I’m writing here. 


Then 1 read it. Yes, I read it, 
As my blushes have confessed, 
And I’m proud of dear old England— 
She had the book suppressed. 
Ruth Moselle Mould. 


Exit the Poetic Play 


W* HAVE observed with a certain 
melancholy interest the rise and fall 
of the poetic play as illustrated in the ad- 
mirable endeavors of Mr. Percy Mackaye, 
whose purpose and whose methods were 
set forth in this column some months ago. 
When ‘Jeanne D’Arc” was transferred 
from book to stage, without spelling ruin 
for its theatrical sponsors, we owned to that 
sense of elation which swells the literary 
breast—perchance the head—upon seeing 
literature patronized by the masses. It is 
true that Criticism and Dramatic Judg- 
ment, embodied in the person of Mr. A. 
Toxin Wurm, stood inexorable in the 
lobby, clearing confused minds who sought 
its counsel, with a few illuminating words: 
“Sothern and Marlowe are doing this, my 
boy—not Mackaye.” 
* * * 
H, UNBELIEVING ears!—still un- 
believing, whose fearful hollow, 
waked to poetry, and soothed by Sappho- 
Phaon for an hour, heard at the last the 
final curtain fall that shut Poseidon from 
the Broadway push, and smote Thalassa 
With a lingering blow (or, say ‘‘Thalatta”’ 
—either is correct) ;—whose fearful hollow, 
as we said before, harb’ring ironic echoes 
of that stern, inexorable obit, seems tv 
hear: ‘“Ka!ch, not Mackaye, ysu have 
done for this!” 
* ** * 
Bt T having unconsciously dropped into 
etry, we shall essay to climb again 
into ‘a more difficult vehicle of prose, in 
order to remark, without fear or misunder- 
Standing, that ‘Sappho and Phaon,”’ in 
the book, seems to us a distinguished 
achievement in literature—quite the best 
thing, indeed, that Mr. Mackaye has 
accomplished. Unfortunately, it is a tru- 
sm that poetry does not pay; and it seems 
to us a tragedy no less poignant than 








After a vehicle tire has persistently made good 
for over twelve years, it isn’t necessary to do 


more than remind you of the name— 


Made at Akron, Ohio. Sold by carriage manufacturers everywhere. 


“ Rubber Tired ” is a book about them. 


CONSOLIDATED RUBBER TIRE CO. New York Office, 20 Vesey St. 


Chocolates 


and Confections 


Rule in their own sweet way over the heart 
of every lover of fine candy. 


STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, 
1316 Chestnut St., Phila. 


Sent free on request. 











Kelly-Springfield 
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Forty-fourth St. and 
Madison Ave. 
114 West 72d St.. N. Y 














Christmas 


Gifts of 


Rare Plants | 


and Flowers 


in great 
varie ty 


Prompt 
reliable 


service 
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HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


THE STANDARD OF EX- 
CELLENCE FOR OVER 
FIFTY YEARS. A BLEND 
OF MARYLAND'S FINEST 
STRAIGHT RYE _ WHIS- 
KIES. THE AMERICAN 
GENTLEMAN'S WHISKEY. 








OW Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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Around 


Porto Rieo 


The special tours of The New York & Porto Rico 
Steamship Co. occupy three weeks, and are ideal yachting 
excursions on summer seas. The steamers have every 
convenience, with only outside staterooms. They circle 
the entire island and stop at many interesting and historic 
localities. The ship is the tourist’s hotel during the entire 
trip, so that the labor and inconvenience of land travel is 
avoided. 

The special tourist rate for this cruise is $140, which 
includes every expense. Write for illustrated booklet. 


THE NEW YORK & PORTO RICO STEAMSHIP CO. 


12 Broadway, New York, or 
Raymond & Whitcomb Co., New York, and all Principal Cities 








Suppose we could furnish you a better tobacco 
than you ever tried, for less money? Interest 
you, wouldn’t it? Our booklet, free, will prove 


our claim. Dept. 11, Wilda Tobacco Co., Chatham, Va. 


RAD-BRIDGE 





Registered at Pat. Office Lonnon-: WASKINGTON- OTTAWA 
CLUB LINEN PLAYING CARDS 
A Patented Playing Card with a handsome reproduction ot a 
hemstitched linen handkerchief on the back. Colors—Red, Blue, 
Green, Brown. 25 cents. Gold edge 35 cents. 
Of all dealers or the manufacturers 
Radcliffe &Co., New York, 144 Pearl St., &London, E.C. 











‘Sappho and Phaon”’ that a writer of Mr. 
Mackaye’s rare gifts—living in the un- 
literary atmosphere of Cornish, yet stead- 
fast in the pursuit of an ideal—should see 
a year’s labor lost, largely through the in- 
competence of ‘actors unschooled in the 
utterance of verse. For Mr. Mackaye, let 
it be understood, is not satisfied to write a 
book drama, and sees only failure in its 
failure as an acted play. 
2 * ** 
HE poetic play has, of late, given prom- 
ise of a renaissance. Was that promise 
premature, and must it be, once more, 
confined to the closet? We have our own 
opinions, but it is not for us to usurp the 
functions of dramatic criticism, which has 
delivered its verdict somewhat copiously. 
The advantage of prose over verse as a 
medium of intellectual communication 
with the public is strikingly shown in the 
New York correspondence of the Washing- 
ton Times, apropos of the subject in hand. 
We must content ourselves with a too brief 
excerpt: 
We can believe nearly anything—even this 
poet’s tale—of Sappho’s capacity for passion. 
But is it what we want? Is it what 
we are looking for? Does it satisfy? No. It 
is a beautiful picture. And it is archaic. The 
theatre of to-day can do more than that. 
Kalich can pulsate with more vital matters 
that will teach us about life and how to live. 
This is a fable that makes you feel, some way, 
that the whole mythical idea has whiskers on 
it. 
A Burning Question 
Ben circulating library as an evergreen 
tree of diabolical knowledge has in- 
vited repressive measures from a modern 
Sir Anthony Absolute—Deacon John Han- 
lon, of the First Baptist Church, of Nor- 
walk, Conn. Deacon John has been de- 
feated, says a news report, in his endeavor 
to prohibit the Norwalk Public Library 
from purchasing novels for a period of one 
year, on the ground that trashy “‘litera- 
ture” is perverting the minds of youth. 
The good deacon has a better case than 
Sir Anthony, in the England of his day, 
could have presented from the evidence at 
hand. He seems, moreover, to have recog- 
nized that, as all American novelists, at 
least, are born free and equal, it would be 
unconstitutional to exercise a discrimina- 
ting taste in the purchase of our chief 
literary product—a process of selective 
exclusion would never do. 
* X* 
HAT such reasoning is by no means 
purely academic, we can testify on the 
strength of our private information; it has 
come to us, from first-hand sources, that 
one of the foremost librarians of this coun- 
try seriously questions his right to deny 
any book not actually vicious to the readers 
whose taxes go to support the library. 
We were rather inclined to join hands 
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7 Oranges and flowers may be seen 
P= growing under the very brow of 
A snow-capped mountains, while the 
seashore, the picturesque forests and 
valleys present all the joys of summer. 
The journey to this beautiful coast- 
land is most pleasant on The 


Overland Limited 


of the 


Chicago, Milwaukee 
& St. Paul Ry. 


The trains of this company hold the 
attention of two continents as most pala- 
tial and luxurious means of travel. They 
are electriclighted throughout,and offer 
unapproached service in dining,sleeping 
and library-observation cars, 

The Overland Limited leaves Union Pas- 
senger Station, Chicago, 6.05 p.m., arriving 
Californiain three days. Anothersplendid 
train at lo.lop.m., with through standard 
and touristsleepers. Descriptive literature 
free upon addressing 












F. A. MILLER, Gewerat Passewcer Acent, Cuicaco, 
oR 
W. S. HOWELL, Gen. Eastern Act.,381 B’way,New York 








THE KIRKWOOD 


on Camden Heights 
CAMDEN, SOUTH CAROLINA 


An Ideal Winter Climate 


T. EDMUND KRUMBHOLZ 


BERMUDA 


“THE IDEAL WINTER RESORT” 


Only 45 hours from.New York by frequent steamers of Quebec S. 5 Co. 
(29 Broadway, N. Y.) Outdoor life, Yachting, Driving, Golf, Sea Bath- 
ing. Climate delightful throughout the winter. The well-known 


Princess Hotel 


OPENS DECEMBER 9th 








| HOWE & TWOROGER, Mgrs. Hamilton, Bermuda 
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SAN JOSE 
MISSION 


The Missions 
of San Antonio 


—crumbling monuments of the 
spiritual zeal of the early Spanish 
invaders—add much to the his- 
toric interest and attractiveness of 
this delightful winter resort. 

But it is the climate that is by 
far the most attractive feature of 
San Antonio. There is not in 
America so perfect a combination 
of sunny winter weather, pure, 
dry air and beautiful surround- 
ings. Most of each day through- 
out the winter can be spent 
outdoors in the invigorating air. 

“*In Sunny San Antonio”—a beautiful 
illustrated booklet about this city of a 
thousand delightful surprises will give 


you a new idea of San Antonio’s attrac- 
tiveness. Send for it to-day—it's free. 


W. S. ST. GEORGE 
Gen’! Pass. Agt. M.K.&T. Ry. 
864 Wainwright Bldg. 
ST. LOUIS 


Special Winter Fares now to Texas. 
Ask any agent for particulars. 
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with Deacon Hanlon in his sweeping sug- 
gestion—our own idea favoring a modified 
prohibition which would merely forbid the 
purchase of a novel by a library until one 
year after publication. But straightway 
our eye—(the one that has not been 
strained through “‘keeping up” with cur- 
rent fiction)—focused on the news that the 
Rev. Guy A. Jamieson, rector of St. Ste- 
phen’s Episcopal Church, in Tottenville, 
Staten Island, was calling back lambs to 
the fold by serial readings, from the pulpit, 
of his new novei. 
** * 2 

HO shall say the Reverend Guy has 

not found the way to win the back- 
slider? We pause in our qualified cham- 
pionship of Deacon Hanlon until some 
arbiter of unquestioned authority shall de- 
liver a judgment. We rise to put in nomi- 
nation a man of parts—of foreign parts, 
*tis true, yet one who is knit to us by the 
closest ties that bind the giver to the gift- 
taker; the strings of whose beneficence are 
heart-strings ; a man of letters and of action 
whose name is carved in stone and brass 
at the portals of innumerable temples in 
this broad land of ours; whose locks are 
bound with olive and with bay. Readers— 
be you gentle or ruffian—need we name 
this man who has grappled us to his soul 
with hoops of steel? Can he, could he— 
would he, be other than the horn-bearer 
of plenty, the beggared millionaire—Mr. 
Andrew Carnegie! 

Please omit cheers. 





Topics for Women's Clubs 


yh Pantry Plentiful. 
Does Mr. Bok or Mr. Bernard Shaw 
do the most for our morals? 

The Distich and the Dropstitch. 

Is Ibsen immoral when you don’t un- 
derstand him? 

Montaigne as the forerunner of Mr. 
Mabie. 

Dish-washing as a Mental Discipline. 

Why is Thomas Hardy so horrid ? 

Isn’t Mr. Chesterton a dear? 

Studies in Comparative Literature: 
Trace the relations between Mrs. Eddy 
and Marcus Aurelius; between Aristo- 
phanes and George Ade; between Goethe 
and Lincoln; between Bernard Shaw and 
Bax. 

Why Mr. Benson is perfectly sweet. 

Why is Browning like the bass clef in a 
Henry James dialogue? (Answer to this 
conundrum supplied by Mr. James Hune- 
ker; or on application to our own Literary 
Bureau.) 

Don’t you think Sappho is misunder- 
stood? Is it, perhaps, just as well ? 

Do you derive more profit from reading 
‘A Doll’s House” than from seeing Nazi- 
mova dance the tarantella ? 

w. 7. 2 








A Club-Cochtail 
me, —_ Is — DELIGHT 

















‘T HOUSANDS have discarded the idea of making 

their own cocktails,—all will after giving the 
CLUB COCKTAILS a fair trial. Scientifically 
blended from the choicest old liquors and mellowed 
with age make them the perfect cocktails that they are. 
Seven kinds, most popular of which are Martini (Gin 
base,) Manhattan (Whiskey base). 


The following label appears on every bottle : 


Guaranteed under the National Pure 
Food and Drugs Act. Approved June 
30th, 1906. Serial No. 1707. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Harttord New York London 











WEBBER'S 
knit JACKETS 


For Huntingand Outing. All wool, seam- 
less and elastic. Cut shows No. 4, price 
$7—guaranteed best knit jacket made at 
any price. Suggest Oxford or Tan. Ifnot 
at your dealer's, sent express paid; return 
ifnot satisfied. Other Jackets, Coats, Vests, 
Sweaters and Cardigans, for men, women 
and children, all prices. Catalogue free. 
Geo. F. Webber, Mfg., Sta. F, Detroit, Mich. 










































Here’s my ideal Christmas gift for any man 
that shaves. No gift will be so highly appreciated. 
Tt’s the only perfect shaving brush made — the 


“Rubberset” 


SHAVING BRUSH 


Ordinary brushes shed bristles or get harsh or 
moppy, thereby causing irritation and face-cutting. 
The “ Rubberset’’ overcomes all these objections. 
Every brush is fully guaranteed. Therefore, every 
“ Rubberset ” user can shave with perfect comfort 
and safety. 

We offer three special ‘‘Rubberset” styles, a choice 
from which will make an exceptionally handsome gift. 
Each brush packed in a handsome leatherette presen- 
tation case. From your dealer or direct from us on 
receipt of price. Special folder on request. 

Style 1. White Celluloid Handle, Pure Badger. 

Medium Size, $1.00 

Style 2. White Celluloid Handle, Selected Badger, 

Large Size, $3.00 

Style 3. White Celluloid Handle, Choicest Badger, 

Very Handsome, $5.00 
THE RUBBERSET BRUSH €0., 58 Ferry St., Newark, N 
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J. & F. MARTELL 


Cognac 


(Founded 1715) 


xKnx 


AND 


FINE OLD 
LIQUEUR 


BRANDIES 








GENUINE OLD 
BRANDIES MADE 
FROM WINE 


Sole Agents 
G.S. NICHOLAS &CO. 
New York 














Brewster & Co. 


BROADWAY AND 47TH STREET, NEW YORK 


Carriages and Automobiles 


Type of Brewster 
& Co. Roadster, 
Body mounted 
on a 

Rochet- 
Schneider 
Chassis 











Automobile bodies of all styles ready for mounting on any make of Chassis. 
Highest grade foreign cars with Brewster coach work, ready for imme- 
diate delivery. In workmanship and design the output of our shops is 
unequaled either in this country or abroad. 

If you contemplate the purchase of a new car or would like a new body 
either of conventional or special design for the car you have, we invite 


your consideration of our facilities. 


BREWSTER & CO.., Broadway and 47th St., New York 
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: . Maximum comfort and protection, together with beauty of contour 

1908 Limousine and finish, places the Peerless Limousine in a class distinct from 
and above all other forms of conveyance for social and business intercourse, 

The Peerless Limousine. planned and built on a high plane of excellence, is exclusive. 

The best materials and most up-to-date appointments are used, making the car elegant in ap- 
pearance and yet maintaining a quiet richness 

An investigation of the perfect Peerless Limousine will convince you that every feature has 
been thoughtfully and carefully worked out. 


Write for our 1908 Catalogue ‘‘Q,’’ which fully describes and illustrates the Peerless Models 
PEERLESS MOTOR CAR CO., 2449 Oakdale St., Cleveland, O. 


Member A. L. A. M. 



































SEND FOR OUR FREE BOOK 
“The Perfume 


of Royalty 


A dainty little brochure giving information invaluable to 
women of refinement who wish the finest of perfume. It 
gives the story of the invention and manufacture of the ongi- 
nal and only genuine Johann Maria Farina Cologne, also com- 
plete means for identification and sizes and styles of bottles 
containing the genuine 


Johann Maria 
Farina Cologne 


The trade-mark below is closely counterfeited by imitators save for the name of 
the United States Agents, Messrs. Schieffelin & Co., of New York, which is printed 
tm ved at the lower left hand corner of the label. Be sure that the bottle you get 
has that name on it, also note the word Gegenuder in the second 
fine. To assist in remembering it, cut out the facsimile label in 
lower left hand corner of this advertisement. The genuine Fau de 
Cologne is put up in the three styles and shapes of bottles shown 
here. If your dealer does not supply the genuine, write us and we 
will tell you how to get it. 


Schieffelin & Co., New York 
Sole Agents for the United States 











gen the Uni 
Messrs. Schieffelin & Co., 
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JEANNE d’R. d’OILYANS. No. VIII—NEMESIS 





Our (>) Country 


O MORE shall Jesus’ name be heard, 
Nor Christian anthems ring; 
No more shall blessed Easter morn 
Its sacred memories bring. 






Go burn your churches, hide your creed, 
Forget the Saviour’s crown— 

For this is Ikey Einstein’s land 
And Jakey Goldberg’s town! 

















Depart, O happy childhood’s dream 
Of old Kriss Kringle’s call, 

Thrust out the magic Christmas tree, 

Hang up the golden ball. 





LA FUSELLE IS FINALLY CAUGHT, AND ROUGHLY TREATED BY THE FOLLOWERS OF LAW AND THE COHORTS 
is OF COMPETITION 





Farewell, O country, Christ and home, 
Go pull Old Glory down— 
It’s Ikey Einstein’s country now 


And Jakey Goldberg’s town. B. RN. 
A Difference of Opinion 
2 AS it a nice wedding ?”’ 


“Beautiful. Never saw handsomer one and every- 

thing went off without a hitch.” 

“Without a hitch? So? What was the trouble? Didn’t the 
minister get there?” 

“Get there? Why, yes! I tell you there wasn’t a hitch 
from beginning to end.” 

“No hitch! Well, tastes differ. You’re too modern for me. 
Ilike weddings with a hitch in them. What good is a wedding 
where nobody’s hitched?” 




















“While there is Life there’s Hope’ 
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Few strongest impres- 
sion that one gets from 
inspecting the President’s 
message is that Dr. Roose- 
velt has begun to wear out 
his welcome to the Ameri- 
can mind. What he says, 
whether it is 
good or bad, be- 
gins to excite im- 
patience because 
it is he that says 
it, and because 
he says it at in- 
ordinate length 
and has said it so 
often before. 
There are words, 
he has clean worn 
out by repetition, so that offered again, 
they no longer induce any action in the 
intellectuals. The readers of Presidential 
deliverances feel about him and his dis- 
courses as novel readers do about a stery- 
writer who publishes three novels in a 
year, oras folks complain of feeling about 
Mr. Benson, who has unloosed within a 
year or two such a profusion of essay 
books. It is not so much that the matter 
is not interesting as that we have had as 
much of the product of a single mind as, 
for the time being, we can stand. Quail 
is a good bird, but a quail a day for thirty 
days is a sore trial to the strongest diges- 
tion. Mr. Roosevelt’s thoughts for six 
years in large and frequent portions have 
at last begun to overwhelm a popular ap- 
petite of prodigious persistence; the ex- 
isting feeling of satiety being emphasized 
by the country’s recent attack of acute 
pecuniary indigestion. 

Mr. Roosevelt would have done wisely 
to minimize and condense his message 
this year, but being interested in what he 
had to communicate he threw his blue 
pencil away and poured out in loose pro- 
fusion the contents of his mind and scrap- 


‘ire: 


book. The chief immediate, practical re- 
sult must be relief of the pressure on his 
own understanding, forno single Congress 
could more than nibble around the edges 
of the President’s recommendations. 
There are years of legislative deliberation 
in them. Nevertheless, the message will 
be a convenient treasury out of which the 
makers of the next Republican platform 
may pick such planks as they may think 
it expedient to use in their constructive 
labors. 





HERE is timber enough in the mes- 

sage to make extensive alterations 
in our social edifice. Some of this timber 
will have to be used some time; or other 
timber better suited to the purpose. The 
problem of control of corporations has 
probably got to be worked out in some 
fashion; the currency system should be 
bettered just as soon as satisfactory bet- 
terment can be fitted to it; the work of 
forest preservation should go on; the pay 
of the Army and Navy should be raised, 
and much else done that is pressing. But 
whether we are to have federal control of 
all corporations, and how far it is to go; 
whether we must have federal income 
and inheritance taxes, federal inspection 
of railroads, federal child-labor laws, 
federal funds for campaign expenses and 
the like, are matters that are likely to 
be extensively pondered before deci- 
sive action is taken on them. The time 
for radical improvement while-you-wait 
seems for the moment to have passed, 
and there will still be something to do, 
or undo, when the next administration 
begins its innings. 





T REMAINS to be seen whether there 

is enough instructed talent in the 
country to devise a currency system 
which will meet the needs of the country. 
Everybody recognizes that the present 
system has serious defects; that money is 
habitually scarce in the fall when the 
crops have to be moved, and super- 
abundantly plentiful at other times when 
the demand for it is less. The problem is 
to devise a more elastic currency, which 
can be safely increased when there is 











































legitimate need of it, and rapidly con- 
tracted again when the need passes. We 
want a system which shall be automatic 
and under which folks can get at all times, 
at reasonable cost, such money as their 
credit warrants without the arbitrary 
intervention of the Secretary of the Treas- 
ury or any other officer of the govern- 
ment. At present, as happened so re- 
cently, the Secretary has to use his best 
judgment as to when and how to give re- 
lief. No matter how good his judgment 
is, it is important that the intervention of 
it should be minimized. 

There is no lack of people in the coun- 
try who are confident that they can im- 
prove our present fiscal system, but there 
is great scarcity of persons whom the 
country would trust to do it. Even among 
the recognized experts there are many 
conflicts of opinion, so that we are told 
that the eighteen members of Mr. Fow- 
ler’s Currency and Banking Committee 
of the House of Representatives have 
eighteen different currency plans. That 
the average member of Congress knows 
nothing about currency systems is one 
reason why the defects in ours have gone 
so long unremedied. When the voters 
have no idea what they want, and Con- 
gress doesn’t know what to give them, 
there is apt to be postponement. 

Nevertheless, though the country does 
not know what it wants, it knows that it 
wants something, and that it is the busi- 
ness of the currency committees of the 
Senate and the House to furnish it. 





tks only Democrat in sight is still Mr. 
Bryan, but he is far from being an 
inspiring spectacle to Democratic voters. 
It would be easy enough to nominate him, 
but very, very hard to elect him. So the 
South thinks, and would rather try a new 
experiment, that would be more interest- 
ing, without being any less likely to 
succeed. 

Is the Democratic party to continue to 
be devoted exclusively to local concerns 
and cease to have an effectual voice in 
national matters? It looks mightily like 
it. Think of its extraordinary appear- 
ance in New York State with ‘Fingy”’ 
Conners as its authorized leader, and its 
chief asset an attorney-general with pow- 
er to quarter faithful Democrats as 
receivers upon embarrassed banks! 














TWO LEGS THAT SKATE AS FOUR 


The Social Sense 


SIGN of the times is 

the spread of the finer 

social sense, until as far 

west as Los Angeles and 

Seattle there are to be 

found people willing to 

mortgage their homes to 

buy an automobile. Cul- 

ture is much more perva- 

sive than it used to be before the Hearst 
newspapers got into their stride. Time 
was when the styles penetrated but 
slowly to the provinces. Often a new way 
of eating with a spoon, or of carrying a 
plug hat into church, would come and 
go, in New York, before the interior had 
got to know that anything was doing. 
But all that is changed now. Geograph- 
ical position is no bar to gentility any 
more. The sun of civilization, which used 
to rise from Sandy Hook and set in Har- 
lem, now embraces all America with its 


life-giving beams. Ramsey Benson. 


—_— Santa Claus comes only 
once a year, doesn’t he?” 
““That’s all.” 
“And God is with us all the time.” 
“Yes, dearie.” 
“Then why can’t we persuade God 
to come down the chimney every night ?” 


‘LIPS - 
The Song of Bridge 


ITH eyelids heavy and red, 
With cheeks that flush and burn, 
A woman sits in her gladdest rags, 
Playing her cards in turn. 
Bridge, bridge, bridge! 
Daytime and night the same; 
And still with voice at excitement’s pitch 
She sings the “Song of the Game!” 


“Play, play, play! 
The whole of the evening through; 
Play, play, play! 
*Till the milkman’s almost due. 
Morning and noon and night, 
The same thing every day— 
What is it, then, that men call work 
If this be only play? 


“Play, play, play! 
For we must be in the swim! 
Play, play, play! 
Till the cards grow blurred and dim. 
Diamonds, hearts and clubs, 
All in a mist they seem, 
Till when I am Dummy I fall asleep 
And still play on in a dream! 


“O but for one short hour 
To feel as I used to feel, 

When I plaved my round of golf a day 
And longed for a hearty meal! 

A day on the links I would dearly love, 
But at home I needs must stay, 

For they must have another hand, 
So I play, play, play! 


““O men with sweethearts dear! 

O men with sisters and wives! 
It’s not the rubber your playing out, 

But foolish women’s lives! 
Nervous, tired and worn, 

Excited, flushed and rash— 
Paying at once a double price 

In health as well as in cash!” 


With eyelids heavy and red, 
With cheeks that flush and burn, 
A woman sits in her gladdest rags, 
Playing her cards in turn. 
Bridge, bridge, bridge! 
Winter and summer the same, 
Till the breakdown comes, as come it will, 
She will make and double and play, and 
still 
Will sing this “‘Song of the Game.’ 
J. W. Merrill. 


’ 


Appropriate 
” HAT kind of coal do you use in 
your house ?”’ 
“Pea-coal. You know we are all veg- 
etarians.”’ 


745 
Lapland 
APLAND is situated in the big, easy 
chair (most any chair, on a pinch) 
between ten o’clock and midnight. 

It is always dark in Lapland, but the 
darkness is peculiar. You can see all you 
care to see, and nothing you don’t care 
to see. Everything is couleur de rose, 
moreover. 

Lapland is peopled exclusively by your- 
self and the dearest little woman in the 
world. There are a great many of her, 
first and last, but only one at a time. 
Lapland is the most densely populated 
country in the world. There is never 
room for one more. 

The climate is salubrious. 
troubles, especially, are benefited. 

The chief product of Lapland is bliss. 
The output is enormous. 

The only industry is taking no thought 
of the morrow. The introduction of new 
processes is not encouraged, and the old 
way of doing things still prevails, very 
largely. 

Panics and hard times are unheard of. 


Heart 


HEN it comes to admission in the 
next world, we are all deadheads. 


Lady of the House: IF YOU'LL STOP THAT 
PIPIN’ AND SPLIT ME SOME WOOD I’LL FEED 
YOU. 

Pan, the Tramp Musician: YOU WILL HAVE 
TO EXCUSE ME, LADY; I ONCE TRIED TO CUT 
WOOD AND I SPLIT MY FOOT. 








ee 
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The Boy President 


Or Rollo in the White House 


IX 
The Chase 
Te Boy President was offered a special train in order to 
go out to the Rockies. There were luxurious cars in 
which one could sleep, eat, bathe, get shaved and play cards, 
and yet his hardy spirit led him to scorn such luxury and to 
ride in the cab of the locomotive with the engineer and fireman, 
who were both strong union men who looked forward to 
the time when they could send for their pay by a 
messenger and collect their wages as a bloated 
bondholder collects his coupons. 
“Do you believe in government owner. 
ship of railroads?” asked Rollo 


of the engineer. 
“Well, sir,” said the engi- y 


neer, ‘‘I have noticed that gov- 
ernment officials are nearer to 
the millennium than are any 
other class of laborers, if they 
may be so styled, but on reflec- 
tion I have come to the con- 
clusion on the whole I prefer 
that no statesman should hold 
my life in his hands.” 

“But,” said Rollo, ‘“‘the . . 
proper antidote to the dan- AS \ 
gerous and wicked agitation Ming, 











against the men of wealth as 
such is to secure by proper leg- 
islative and executive actionthe \ 
abolition of the grave abuses 
which actually do obtain in the 
business use of wealth, under 
our present system, or, rather, 

no system, of failure to exercise 

any adequate control at all.” 

‘*T will not be responsible for 
the running of this locomotive 
if I have to listen to such sen- 
tences as that,’’ said the engi- 
neer; ‘‘no extra pay, Your Ex- 
cellency, goes with running this 
special train, and yet you in- 
sist upon riding in the cab with 
me and talking reformed Eng- 
lish; for it must be reformed English, as I cannot under- 
stand it.” 

Rollo appeared not to notice the remark. ‘We hold,” he 
continued, “‘that the government should not conduct the 
business of the nation, but it could exercise such supervision as 
would ensure its being conducted in the interest of the nation. 
Our aim is, so far as may be, to secure for all decent, hard- 
working men equality of opportunity and equality of burden. 
I think your steam-pressure is rather high, Engineer.” 


So Rollo 


“Oh, very well,” said the engineer; “if you don’t mind, I 
would rather have the government run my locomotive en- 
tirely than supervise the running of it. So you had better 
take the throttle yourself.” 

So Rollo, without a word of reply, took the throttle. Now, 
there is no greater delight than to be in control of a locomotive 
under full speed for the first time, and find out by actual 

experience what are the uses of all those 
mill. valves and levers, and other attach- 
AW } ments, of the complicated machine 
Zee | upon which we look with such 


| 
{ | ‘ i) curiosity as we stand near one 
| | | atastation. This gratifies at once 
1 a man’s curiosity, it taxes his in- 
ventive power, and it stimulates 
his imagination. It, however, so 
occupies the mind that even Rollo 
found that he could no longer 
frame in his head the resonant 
sentences which he loved to de- 
liver. So, soon tiring of his task, 
he handed the machine back to 
the engineer, remarking at the 
same time, “‘I hope to get a griz- 
zly bear this time in the Rockies. 
One-Eyed Dick, my old friend 
and brother in arms, formerly the 
Rocky Mountain Desperado, now 
my candidate for a very impor- 
tant office, tells me that he has 
saved the biggest grizzly bear in 
the Rockies for me, and that I 
shall have to go to one of the most 
secluded fastnesses to get at him.”’ 
. “Ah,” said the engineer. 
“‘But I must give the grizzly a 
square deal,” said Rollo. 
“T should give it to him in the 
Pi neck before he knows that you 
are near him,” said the engineer; 
“all my knowledge of grizzly bears 
I got in Mayne Reid’s novels, and 
I am informed that they are des- 
perate characters.” 

“Mayne Reid’s stories are cork- 
ing,” said Rollo; ‘‘they set my brain afire and my blood 
a-bounding. Just think, Engineer, what the West was when 
we were boys: a boundless prairie covered with herds of 
bison, wandering tribes of Indians, and in the unknown 
mountains were solitary trappers stealthily pursuing big 
game. What an entrancing wilderness it was!” 

“This machine,” tapping the side of the cab, said the 
engineer, “‘has changed all that.” 
“Yes,” said Rollo, ‘“‘a beautiful picture has faded away— 
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the Wonderland which thousands of years developed is ruined ; 
but, thank Heaven! One-Eyed Dick is left to guide me into 
some one of the unspoiled places.” 

“T wish I could go with you and tackle a grizzly,” said the 
engineer; ‘but you folks that have nothing to do don’t 
know your advantages. Whenever the Wild calls you, you 
can obey; when it calls me, I have to stick close to the 
machine.” 

“What do you mean by saying that the President of the 
United States has nothing to do?” asked Rollo. ‘Is he not 
a laboring man as well as you?” 

“No,” replied the engineer; “I only call a man a la- 
boring man who must work on a time schedule. If you go 
a-hunting, your wages keep on just the same and are not 
docked. Now, with us it is very different. Don’t you re- 
member the song about big Jim Goff who was blown up by 
a premature blast, and he was docked for the time he was 
up in the sky? That is what happens to us laborers on the 
time schedule: 

When pay day next did come around, 

Jim’s pay a dollar short was found! 

‘What is the reason? Tell me why?’ 
‘You are docked for the time you were up in the sky!’ 

“Yes,” said Rollo, “that song is more dangerous than the 
Marsellaise.” 

“You, Mr. President, can be up in the sky indefinitely 
without finding a cent less in your envelope on pay day. So, 
sir, you must allow that you are not strictly a laboring man, 
no matter if you work nights and Sundays.” 

“T have always thought that a good definition for a labor- 
ing man,” said Rollo, ‘was one who was not permitted to 
do any work during sixteen hours of the day. Now, as 
you say, I have to work nights and Sundays, so that, not- 
withstanding your unpleasant remarks, I have a right to my 
vacation; the mountains and big game call me, and the vast 
silence. But, as I said, I propose to give that grizzly a 
square deal.” 

The engineer looked at him inquiringly. 

“T mean what I say,” said Rollo; “I shall not shoot until 
I see the whites of his eyes.” 

“He has no whites to his eyes,” said the engineer. “I 
don’t think that you have ever seen a grizzly close to, and if 
you sit there waiting until you see what he hasn’t got, this 
train will go back empty of a first-class passenger, and the 
country will have a new President.” 

“T don’t think anything could happen to me,” said Rollo. 
“T have always noticed that if I live to the first of May I live 
during the rest of the year. It is now long past the first of 
May; but, Engineer, it is told in Mayne Reid’s novels that 
when a man shoots a grizzly, the bullet is apt to glance off 
the tough carcass; then the hunter always tackles the brute 
with his bare hands, and after a severe wrestle finishes him 
with his hunting-knife. It is to such a contest that I look 
forward—a struggle that will bring out all that is best in 
me—a noble struggle—worthy to be engaged in.” 

“Well,” said the engineer, ‘I have never heard any one 
relate that he has taken part in such a struggle.” 

“Heroes are always reticent,” said Rollo, and the train 
rolled on. 


“I wish to hand you your commission” 


LD’ Envoi 

The Boy President and his faithful friend, One-Eyed Dick, 
were in the secluded home of the bear, standing at the mouth 
of a cave. 

“Before I part with you and crawl into this cave,” said 
Rollo, “I wish to hand you your commission as-Marshal of 
this Territory.” 

Dick respectfully received the parchment from the Presi- 
dent’s hand. 

“The office has long sought you and now it has found 
you,” remarked Rollo. 

“T am glad that it did not find me out,” said Dick. 

“Now, Dick,” said Rollo, “there may be all kinds of things 
in that cave; I can see from here two green spots of flame in 
the darkness which might serve to curdle any ordinary man’s 
blood. It may be the grizzly or it may be the vice-president 
of the Harriman-Rockefeller-Hearst combination, or it may 
be the president of the Ananias Club—I don’t care much who 
or what it is, I feel fit to tackle any proposition. Wish me 
luck, old fellow.” 

Thus saying, the dauntless lad crawled into the cave. 

John T. Wheelwright. 
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THOSE INTERNATIONAL MATCHES 
CLEOPATRA MAKES A HIT WITH MARK ANTONY 
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Save What Is Left of the Forests 


r IS an interesting house-party that the 
President has planned to have at the 
White House on the 13th, qth and 15th 
of next May. He has invited the governors 
of all the States and Territories and all the 
members of Congress to meet 
him on those days to confer 
with him, and with one another, 
upon the conservation of the 
natural resources of the United 
States. That means chiefly tim- 
ber and coal, and especially timber, because more can be done 
by government to protect the forests that are left than can be 
done as yet for the conservation of coal, iron, oil or anything 
that is under ground. 

We hope the governors will accept the President’s invitation, 
so far as they can, and that the meeting may lead to harmoni- 
ous and intelligent action. Nothing that President Roosevelt 
has done will stand more conspicuously to his credit in coming 
years than the support he has given to efforts to save the 
American forests. The effort began in President Benjamin 
Harrison’s time, was helped along earnestly by Mr. Cleveland 
and Mr. McKinley, and has been carried forward with great 
zeal by the present administration, working with Mr. Gifford 
Pinchot, the Forester of the Agricultural Department. 

The labors of the last fifteen years have resulted in the 
reservation by the government of 162,000,000 of forest lands 
(one-fifth of the wooded area of the country), all in States west 
of the Mississippi. The next Congress will be asked to provide 
for a great hardwood forest reserve of about 11,000,000 acres 
in the Eastern States, in the White Mountains and Appalachian 
Mountains. Some of this land is owned by States, some by in- 
dividuals. Some must be bought; much can be protected by 
the cooperation of State and Federal authorities. 

What is necessary is to provide immense tracts of wood- 
lands which will be systematically protected from fire and 
waste, and made by intelligent use and supervision to yield an 
annual supply of timber in perpetuity. Incidentally, these great 
forest tracts are the reservoirs that hold back water, diminish 
floods, and help the streams and rivers flowing. 

Nothing in sight is more important to the future welfare of 
the country than these great plans of forest reservation. Lum- 
ber is very dear now, and the President points out that at the 
present rate of use and waste our present forests will last not 
more than twenty-five years. The measures necessary to pro- 
vide our children and grandchildren with wood and water- 
power are comparable in importance with those we take to 
provide them with education. 
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Mrs. Stevens Exaggerates 
RESIDENT STEVENS, of the W. C. T. U., says that 
undoubtedly more false statements are made in the en- 
deavor to show that prohibition in Maine is a failure than are 
made in connection with any other subject in any locality on 
the face of the globe. 

Tut, tut! We guess Mrs. Stevens has not heard all the state- 
ments made in the locality at the southern extremity of Man- 
hattan Island to show that President Roosevelt was the ex- 
clusive author of the recent panic. 
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UNVEILING THE STATUE 


Gift Books 


R. ANDREW LANG has been 
indulging in some remarks of 

a satiric nature concerning 

those volumes of “‘Selections” 

which, at this happy season, 

may be found on every book- 

seller’s counter. He insists that he cannot 


understand how, when there is obviously - 


no money to be made in writing or in 
publishing “‘minor poetry,” there can be 
any profit in collecting and republishing 
selections from the minor poets; espec- 
ially as the specimens selected “‘ resemble 
those parts of the dead sheep or pig 
which, as Dickens says, ‘the animal, 
when alive, had least cause to pride him- 
self upon.’” 

What Mr. Lang fails to take into con- 
sideration is that in minor poetry, as in 
minor oratory, the part is better than the 
whole. Any one who has had experience 
in public speaking knows that four dull 
speakers, filling fifteen minutes each, are 
easier to bear than one dull speaker for 
an hour. In the first place, there is the 
element of hope, which buoys the audi- 
ence up until the fourth speaker is under 
way. In the second place, variety is a 
palliative even of dulness—and of folly. 
Charles Greville, who had had ample 
experience, used to praise a dinner party 
of fools—there was such wide differentia- 
tion in their folly. It is certainly better 
than dining with a solitary fool. 

For this, or for some other reason, vol- 
umes of “‘Selections” do reach their pub- 
lic. Little books of ‘‘Wit and Wisdom,” 
culled from writers whom we had es- 
teemed innocent of both attributes, are 
purchased eagerly. Weare apt to findthem 
in our friend’s guest-room, which is 


A WOODEN SPOON 


“FREE LUNCH” IN THE NEAR FUTURE 





always the asylum for unreadable liter- 
ature. Birthday books enjoy a perennial 
sale, and deepen one’s natural regret at 
being born. Collections of epigrams, of 
“reflections,” of ‘“‘seasonable quotations” 
and twentieth century sonnets are sure 
of a welcome. ‘Lyrics of the Roadway,” 
“Gems of Correspondence,” “Famous 
Thoughts of Famous People’—any 
nicely bound volume of scraps—will 
probably be bought by that large class of 
shoppers whom Mr. Lang has forgotten 
to take into account—people who are 


purchasing books to give their unresist- 
ing friends at Christmas time. 
Agnes Repplier. 


HE PROFESSOR: I want you chil- 
dren to go to my lecture to-night. 
RoBertT: Couldn’t you whip us in- 
stead, just this once, papa? 
MAN often thinks he is teaching a 
girl how to kiss, when she is taking 
a post-graduate course. 
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In the Days of the Late Unpleasantness 


GAIN it is David Belasco. This time his 
name does not appear as part author, the 
distinction of sole authorship of “The Warrens 
of Virginia” being accorded to Mr. William C. 
-\de Mille, a son of the de Mille who was asso- 
“ciated with Mr. Belasco in many successes at 
the old Lyceum. It is impossible to deter- 
mine from an orchestra chair just where 
Mr. de Mille leaves off and Mr. 
Belasco begins in the present case. 
Giving Mr. de Mille all the credit 
that the playwright usually demands, 
Ait is evident that his play would have 
Jfallen into the category of the not un- 
usual had it been presented without the 
easily recognizable Belascian touches. 
“The Warrens of Virginia” is a 
war drama without a battle scene. 
The Civil War furnishes only the side- 
lights on the usual war drama theme 








“ I could not love thee, dear, so much 
Lov’d I not honour more.” 


? Mr. de Mille has supplied ingen- 
ious complications, sufficiently thrilling 
situations and a credible, well-woven 
story. Too much detail at times 
robs it of the simplicity that goes with 
dramatic strength, but it is an effort 
that a rising dramatist need not be 

ashamed of and in which the public is likely to find a wholesome 

interest. 

Mr. Belasco gives it distinction by two stage settings of especial 
beauty and an interior which must warm the cockles of the heart 
of every Virginian an exile from his home State. The expert hand 
is also evident in novel arrangements of the stage and in bits of 
business that continually heighten the conventional into realism. 

* * * 
HE principal characters are the young Virginia girl Agatha, 
in love with a young Northern officer, and her father, General 

“Buck” Warren, in command of the Confederate forces against 

which the lover is serving. Miss Charlotte Walker is the girl and 

in all but the climax of the play is entirely sufficient in her charming 
personality, in the sweet Virginia drawl and the coy girlishness of 
the character. In the moment of strong emotion, when she be- 
lieves her lover has used her love for him to further his mission as 

a Union soldier, her voice becomes too completely metallic—not 

that even the sweetest would not harden so some degree under 

such stress—her Virginia pronunciation disappears utterly, and 
we have her pounding on a door with her clenched fists raised high 
above her head. This stage trick goes back at least to the 

Fedora days of the late Fanny Davenport and seems rather un- 

worthy of Miss Walker and the originality of Mr. Belasco. That 

very good actor, Mr. Frank Keenan, admirable in the depiction of 
the sternness, the geniality, the fighting spirit and the exaggerated 


MISS CHARLOTTE WALKER AS Agatha, IN 
‘THE WARRENS OF VIRGINIA” 


“Lire * 


gentility of the Virginia gentleman, is permitted 
to act just a little bit too much, to hang on and 
nurse his points, well conceived though they may 
be, to the extent that his delays get on the nerves 
of the auditor. The subordinate parts are cast 
with the wisdom of selection that Mr. Belasco 
always displays and every one of them adds its 
greater or less contribution to the faithfulness 
of the picture. 

“The Warrens of Virginia” may not rank 
among David Belasco’s major accomplishments, 
but he and Mr. de Mille have given us a pleasing 
play delightfully presented. 

* * * 
F HALF the persons in New York, who 
complain that there is nothing onthe New 
York stage that is worth seeing, had each 
gone once to see Ermete Novelli during 
his two weeks’ engagement just closed, 
this town would have been free of the reproach 
marked by the empty orchestra chairs at most 
of his performances. The galleries were suffi- 
ciently patronized by his fellow-countrymen, but 
those empty chairs were a pretty fair evidence of 
what New Yorkers really care for the art of 
acting. To be sure, Novelli is an Italian and 
the plays were in his native tongue, but several 
of them were English classics which could be 
followed without the aid of a libretto. In the mr. KEENAN As Col. Buck 
others his art and that of his company was such Warren, OF VIRGINIA 
that with the aid of the synopsis of the plot 
none but the stupid or those too lazy to pay attention could 
fail to understand the greater part of what was sought to be 
conveyed. 

In New York’s theatre-going there is no pronounced evidence 
that the supposedly hard times have had, so far, any great in- 
fluence, so the neglect of this great artist can not truthfully be put 
on that ground. Let’s be honest and own up that New Yorkers 
do not care for art for art’s sake. Novelli made the great mistake 
of relying on his ability and his reputation abroad. He should 
have made himself a fad. 

* * * 


R. HENRY MILLER comes out in a card taking all the 
blame for the production of ‘“'The Lancers” with Mr. 
Lawrance D’Orsay and Cecilia Loftus in the principal parts. It’s 
a broad responsibility he assumes, for it is impossible to imagine 
by what vagary of the managerial mind it was conceived that there 
could be any necessity to put such a performance on a New York 
stage, especially on the boards of Daly’s. Here in former days, 
as “The Passing Regiment,” with real actors and its wit not 
entirely destroyed, it had been enjoyed by thousands. With 
faint exceptions everything in “The Lancers” was bad and badly 
done. 
Mr. Miller as our only actor-manager has by this curious and 
lamentable achievement given a serious blow to any faith we 
might have in that combination of functions. Metcalfe. 














Academy of Music— The Lion and the Mouse.” Interesting drama of our 
own times and business conditions. 


A stor— Tom Jones.” Delightful music of the Victorian English school with 
the classic novel as a basis for the libretto. 


Belasco—* The Warrens of Virginia.” See above. 


Berkeley Lyceum—Mr. Arnold Daly and company in Mr. George Bernard 
Shaw’s satirical comedy ‘ Candida.” 
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Binks (the morning after): I'LL SOON FIND OUT WHETHER THAT’S AN IMAGINARY 
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Bijou—Mme. Nazimova in Ibsen’s ‘The Doll’s 
House.”” The interesting eccentricities of the Nor- 
wegian dramatist and the Russian actress. 

Casino—‘* The Gay White Way.” Music, girls and 
imitations. Diverting. 

Criterion—“ The Morals of Marcus.” Light but in- 
teresting comedy with excellent acting by Mr. Aubrey 
Smith and Marie Doro. 

Daly’s—Mr. Lawrence D’Orsay and Cecilia Loftus 
in ‘The Lanciers,” at present writing. See opposite. 

Empire—Last week of ‘‘ My Wife,” with Mr. John 
Drew and a very good cast. Amusing French comedy, 

Hackett—Mr. John Mason in “The Witching 
Hour.” A most interesting play very well acted. 

Herald Square—‘ The Girl Behind the Counter.” 
Mr. Lew Fields and good company in frothy but 
funny musical piece. 

Hippodrome—The Auto Race” and “The Four 
Seasons.” Ballet and spectacle. Gorgeousness, glit- 
ter and grandeur. 

_ Keith and Proctor’s Theatres—Vaudeville and re- 
vivals of former dramatic successes. 





Mr. Goose: GREAT SCOTT! THAT SOUNDS LIKE 
THE VOICE OF MY MOTHER-IN-LAW! 





Lincoln Square—Aborn Opera Company in “ The 
Chimes of Normandy.” 

Lyric—Mr. Chenning Pollock’s ‘“‘The Secret Or- 
chard.” Notice later. 

Majestic—* The Top o’ th’ World.”” Good Christ- 
mas extravaganza. Musical and funny. 

Manhattan Opera House—Grand Opera under the 
direction of Mr. Oscar Hammerstein. 

Stuyvesant—* A Grand Army Man.” Delightful 
study of life in interior America with Mr. David War 
field as artistic interpreter. 

Weber’s—* Hip! Hip! Hooray!” Burlesque, music 
and girls. Excellent relief for the tired business man. 

West End—Changing bill of dramatic attractions. 


Bounders and Rounders 
C= JHE whole country has been 
4 hurling brickbats at New York 
\ on account of the bad conduct 

of Wall Street. An unexpect- 
ed champion of New York’s 
good-heartedness is found in 
Montreal. The basis of the 
Montreal man’s praise of New 
York’s social side is a local 
newspaper’s review of “The Re- 
juvenation of Aunt Mary,” in 
which occur the following statements: 


The New York of Miss Warner’s conception is not 
the New York of blatant bounderism set before us in 
the comedies of young Cohan, but an aggregation of 
nice people whose chief characteristic is their scientific 
ability to have a good time themselves and to provide 
one for others. Incidentally, we believe it to be quite 
as accurate as Mr. Cohan’s and a great deal nicer. If 
New York cares to see itself presented in a decent and 
optimistic light, this play should be certain of a long 
and successful run. 

Commenting on this our Montreal cham- 
pion says: “Judging from past criticisms 
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appearing in LIFE your opinion consider- 
ably coincides with that of the critic here as 
to certain comedies depicting the manners 
of the people of New York. Ifthe writer did 
not know some New York people personally 
he would long ago have come to the con- 
clusion that the men of that big city were a 
bunch of bounders and rounders. It is, 
therefore, a good thing once in a while to 
have a comedy like “Aunt Mary” 
dispel the incorrect impression which pro- 
vincials may have who have never visited 
New York.” 

Quite as remarkable as that any one out- 
side should give us New Yorkers credit for 
being anything but a collection of Wall 
Street sharks, is it that any one, anywhere, 
should take the stage creations of Mr. 
George M. Cohan as representing anything 
but the delirious fancies of a mind saturated 
with Tenderloin standards and Tenderloin 
ideals. 

In spite of Wall Street’s bad behavior 
and Mr. Cohan’s vulgarities, our Montreal 
friend is entirely right to remain firm in his 
belief that New York still contains quite a 
few persons who are honest in money mat- 
ters and refined and decent in their manners 
and conduct. 


come to 








“THE GIFTS OF THE GODS” 






















oe eS Seon 


FCTiE LATEST HORS 









see 
rs 








ETTINA, Baroness von Hutten, seems loath to quite lose 

the support of her good friend Pam. The young lady who 
plays the part of heroine in her new story, The Halo, is a 
friend of Pam’s and Pam herself chaperones the progress of 
the tale. The book, while it has just enough of the character- 
istic charm of its author’s understanding of the nonconforming 
temperament to make it agreeable reading, nevertheless sug- 
gests that the baroness has been at some pains to imitate her- 
self. Moreover, the narrative has been touched up, here and 
there, with a soupcon of the melodramatic, very much as com- 
plexions are said to be enhanced occasionally with a trace of 
boughten pigment. One hopes that it is not for the same reason. 


Among the lesser fictions of the moment, Mrs. Wilson 
Woodrow’s novel, The New Missioner, is one with an attract- 
ive and somewhat exceptional personality of its own. At first 
one is inclined to feel that it is a collection of short-story and 
anecdotal material, masquerading as a novel by virtue of 
identity of persons and of place. But one soon perceives a hint 
of intention in this apparently unmethodic construction and, 
at the close of a distinctly entertaining volume, one finds 
oneself in possession of an unlooked for and effective syn- 
thetic study of individual development. 


Mr. David Homer Bates, one of the cipher operators and 
manager of the Washington War Department military tele- 
graph office from 1861 to 1865, publishes his reminiscences 
in a volume called Lincoln in the Telegraph Office. The book, 
while interesting in an intermittent and desultory way, is dis- 
appointing with reference to its title. Most of us know a good 
deal about Lincoln and very little about the military telegraph 
system of the civil war. Mr. Bates lightens our ignorance on 
the latter point without adding anything to our knowledge on 
the former. Decidedly, he would have done better to have led 
from his long suit. 


Just how Mr. A. C. Benson manages to write so many auto- 
biographies of non-existent individuals, exhibiting so many 
aspects of the anatomy of melancholy, and each suggesting so 
leisurely a phase of self-communion, is something of a mystery. 
The Altar Fire is a new one which, in an eminently modern 
and thoroughly Bensonian fashion, is a contemporary version 
of the book of Job. Like most of these studies by this student 
of resignation, the book voices with a certain beauty and sim- 
plicity the questionings of an unacademic philosophy and the 
answers of an equally unacademic metaphysic. 


Dorothy Canfield’s story of a Norwegian-American episode, 
Gunhilde, is one of the tales that explain the popular ill repute, 
as opposed to the imagined ‘artistic character” of unhappy 
endings. The tale concerns the love affairs of some American 
tourists in loneliest Norway and ends, logically enough, with 
every one at sixes and sevens. But having admitted us to no 
fellowship with the foolish and the unfortunate, it leaves us 
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with neither quickened sympathies nor readier understanding 
for them. It is a book to which we raay well say, flippantly, 
“We have troubles of our own, why tell us yours?” 


The Natural History of the Ten Commandments is a little 
volume of nature-faked ethics, by Ernest Thompson Seton. 
The author attempts to prove that the decalogue is an expres- 
sion, not of arbitrary laws, but of fundamental instincts, un- 
consciously obeyed by all the higher animals. The idea is 
seductive. It almost sounds like an axiom. It looks as though 
it would eat out of one’s hand. But when Mr. Seton tries to 
ride it, it bucks like a bronco. 


The Old Peabody Pew, by Kate Douglas Wiggin, is a 
Christmas romance and so, like a Christmas. plum pudding, is 
quite properly all sweet, and suetty, and raisiney, and meant 
to be enjoyed by those of unspoiled ideals and digestions, in 
whom a lively consciousness of the season and of love pre- 
cludes all disturbing concern about future realism. 

J. B. Kerfoot. 


The Haio, by Bettina von Hutten. (Dodd, Mead and Company. $1.50.) 

The New Missioner, by Mrs. Wilson Woodrow. (The McClure Company.) 

Lincoln in the Telegraph Office, by David Homer Bates. (The Century Com- 
pany. $2.00.) 

The Altar Fire, by A. C. Benson. (G. P. Putnam’s Sons.) 

Gunhilde, by Dorothy Canfield. (Henry Holt and Company. $1.50.) 

The Natural -History of the Ten Commandments, by Ernest Thompson Seton. 
(Charles Scribner’s Sons.) 

The Old Peabody Pew, by Kate Douglas Wiggin. (Houghton, Mifflin and Com- 


pany.) 
At the Savings Bank 


RS. NEWLYWED: I want to draw out twenty dollars, 
please. Five dollars for a pair of shoes, four dollars for 
theatre tickets, ten dollars to give my girl on account, and’”’—- 
CAsHIER: Sorry, madam, but while you’ve been talking the 
bank has stopped payment. 





ANTED—By a great and proud people, a cheap sub- 
stitute for wealth, to roll in temporarily. 
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THE MAN WHO PUTS ASHES ON THE SIDEWALK—A 
DIFFERENCE OF A PINION 






































































E SOW the wind much as our 

forefathers did, but when it 
comes to reaping the whirl- 
wind, we of this age of deft 
contrivance have various de- 
vices for saving labor and 
trouble. 

The corporation is one of these. 
By the original order of creation, a man 
had to reap precisely as he sowed, but, 
of course, that would never do if the 
world was to get forward in a sub- 
stantial sense. Hence the corporation, 
which cleverly does away with the diffi- 
culty of personal responsibility, the most 
considerable obstacle, perhaps, in the 
way of human enterprise in its higher 
reaches. 

The corporation permits enormously 
more wind to be sown than was possible 
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with the crude harvesting methods which 
formerly prevailed. Ramsey Benson. 


A Ballad 


EAREST, you may remember how, last year, 
We whiled away our time at some resort; 
Beneath the sun’s warm rays I sought to cheer 
Your lonely maiden heart with simple sport; 
And how, my pockets bulging out with cash, 
We cut together such a fearful dash ? 


Oh, was it not a very pleasant thing 
Near some expensive caravansari, 
Discreetly screened from public view, to ring 
‘The changes on each sweet responsive sigh ? 
And surely, neither of us made demur 
To think the cost each day was just ten per. 


IF 


In winter, when the air is getting chill 

It’s always been the thing for us to do; 

And hand in hand we’ve wandered south, until 

We’ve found a place just mild enough for two. 
And’hitherto, when I have snatched a kiss, 
No railroad fare has ruffled this great bliss. 





But now that we’re obliged to stay in town 
(Compliant with the market’s recent drop), 
To love you ardently in last year’s gown 
(While we discuss quite publicly—a chop), 
Would be a penitential thing to do 


} 

: If my own clothes were not quite shiny, too. 
= And I confess it’s rather hard to find 

=~ Some place beyond the city’s awful roar, 


Where we can be alone. I’m quite resigned 

To being economical. Nay, more, 
The cold damp air not once has made me wheeze! 
But where in secret can I kiss you, please? 





THE BIGGEST EVENT OF THE SEASON 


of Poverty 


(4 Lover to His Mistress) 


We’ve tried it riding on a public ’bus, 
But somehow, as I’m sure you’ll understand, 
To see the people stare and make a fuss 
Because forgetfully I hold your hand, 
And nudge each other as they slily wink, 
Is really disconcerting, don’t you think? 
We might, of course, stroll off into the park, 
Sit on the benches while the shadows creep; 
But somehow love like this has not a spark 
Of sentiment when it’s so very cheap. 
Besides, to be quite candid, in the gloom 
Each bench is full—there’s hardly elbow room. 


Once it occurred to me that I would save 

My money up, and in a day quite drab, 

Chilly and damp, I’d loosen up and rave 

Of love within a taximeter cab— 
And yet, my love I’m sure would turn quite sour, 
My dearest girl, at all that cash per hour. 


The truth is, it’s a puzzle what to do— 
We can’t afford to leave for parts remote; 
Our love is now the café kind—though true— 
Resembling more and more a table d’héte, 
Where noise and pretense mingle side by side 
And hope and nourishment do not abide. 


So thus by Fate we’re driven both along; 

To pangs of love and poverty a prey: 

And thus we snuggle up amid the throng, 

Our credit lower than our feet of clay. 
The cure is—to get married—oh, but how? 
We can’t afford that luxury—just now! 


Thomas L. Masson. 





— 

















































“a 


THE DAY OF THE LITTLE FELLOW 


Before the panic struck us, 
When all were coining gold, 
They said he was a piker 
And gave him welcome cold . 
But at this troublous season 
When he goes on the Street 
A different reception 
He probably will meet. 


It’s ‘Howdy, Mr. Oddlot, 
Just kindly step this way, 
And would you like to purchase 
Two shares of stock to-day?” 


Then Uncle Sam was also 
Inclined to hold afar 

And bargain with the bankers 
For prices over par. 

He did not take the trouble 
To have his bonds arranged 

To suit the modest buyer, 
But now all that is changed. 


It’s ‘‘ Howdy, Mr. Smallfry, 
Yow look quite well, I see, 
And have you fifty dollars 
You care to lend to me?” 
—McLandburgh Wilson in the New York Sun. 


BurRGLAR (rousing the sleeping head of the family): Don’t 
move or I'll shoot!..Whar’s your money hid ? 

HEAD OF THE Famusy (struck by a bright thought): It’s in the 
pocket of my wife’s dress. 

“That’s all right. I’ll just take the dress. Thanks.””—Chicago 
Tribune. 

CONSOLATION 

“Steward, how long will it be before we get into the harbor?” 

“About an hour and a half, ma’am.” 

“Oh, dear, I shall die before then.” 

“Very likely, ma’am. But you’ll be all right again when you’ve 
been on shore ten minutes.’’—Marine Journal. 


WHEN the first fire company, in response to an alarm, reached 
the long row of tenements, the fire captain at once jumped from 
his engine and endeavored to locate the fire. When he had in 
effectually hunted through three or four structures for it, he 
descried an old woman sticking her head out of a window of the 
topmost floor of an éight-story tenement, a little farther up the 
street. ‘“‘ Any fire up there?” he yelled, when he had reached the 
pavement beneath this building. 
motioned for him to come up. Accordingly, the captain, with his 
men lugging their heavy hose behind them, laboriously ascended 
the eight flights and burst into the room where the old woman 
was. ‘‘Where’s the fire?’”’ demanded the captain, when no fire 
nor smoke became visible. ‘‘ Oh, there ain’t none here,”’ replied 
the old woman, flashing an ear-trumpet. ‘I asked y’ up ’cause 
1 couldn’t hear a word you said ’way down there.” —Bohemian. 


In answer the old woman 


Dip you ever notice how a piper prances up and down as he 
pipes? He never sits, he never stands still, but up and down, 
round and round, to and fro, he struts continually. A little boy, 
listening to the weird skirl of the bagpipes of a street performer, 
once said to his father: ‘Father, why does the piper keep on the 
moveall the time he plays?” “I can’t say, my boy,” the father 
answered, “unless it is to prevent any one getting the range with 
a cobblestone.””—Washington Herald. 


AMERICAN WEATHER 


An American and a Scotsman were discussing the cold ex- 
perienced in winter in the north of Scotland, says a Glasgow 
paper. 

“Why, it’s nothing at all compared to the cold we have in 
the States,” said the American. “I can recollect one winter 
when a sheep, jumping from a hillock into a field, became sud- 
denly frozen on the way, and stuck in the air like a mass of ice.” 

“But, man,” exclaimed the Scotsman, “the law of gravity 
wouldn’t allow that.” 

“We don’t do things by halves at home,’ 
pitcher. ‘‘The law of gravity was frozen, too!’”’—Democratic 
Telegram, 
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replied the tale- 
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Kind Old Gentleman: 1 HOPE YOU GO TO SUNDAY-SCHOOL 
REGULARLY, LITTLE BOY. 

Any Kind of a Boy: OH, YES, SIR; REGULARLY EVERY 
YEAR, THE TWO SUNDAYS BEFORE CHRISTMAS, 


ANOTHER HERO 


““Were you frightened during the battle, Pat?”’ 
“Not a bit, sor. Oi kin face most anything whin Oi have me 
back to it.’’—Cirele. 


“WE HAVE received the following spicy analysis of British 
civilizing procedures in Africa, from a young Egyptian from 
Tanta, who shows dramatic aptitudes. The title of his commu- 
nication is: 

A TRAGEDY IN SIX ACTS 

Act 1—The Missionary. 

Act 2—Whisky and Pale Ale. 

Act 8—The Maxim Gun. 

Act 4—A Newspaper. 

Act 5—Cricket and Football. 

Act 6—Death of the Last Aborigine. 

Finis—Band plays ‘Rule Britannia.”—The Egyptian 
Standard. ' 






PROVED 

(A distinguished French physician has announced, as the r sult 
of his observation of our national characteristics, th 
are coming to look alike.—Daily Newspaper.) 
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You don’t believe it? Well, it’s true, 
As I will shortly prove to you, 

By taking you about the place 
And showing you face after face. 


Come on, and I will show you first 
Charles Evans Hughes and Willie Hearst; 
As like are they as twin-born peas, 

As any blind man plainly sees. 


Next look at Chauncey M. Depew, 
And tell me, is he Kyrle Bellew 
Or Mr. Fairbanks? On my heart, 
I cannot tell the three apart! 


Then there is also Mr. Taft— 
Just look him over, fore and aft, 
And tell me if ’tis really he 

Or Colonel William Jennings B.? 


Amongst the ladies, look around: 
What marked resemblances are found 
’Twixt Carrie Nation, fond and fair, 
And Nazimova debonair. 


And when Maude Adams comes along 
With Nordica, the Queen of Song, 
Pray tell me quickly, if you can, 
Which one of them is Peter Pan? 


And so it goes right down the line. 
There’s Anna Held and Hammerstein; 
And Reverend Charles T. Parkhurst, too, 
The replica of Johnny Drew. 


And dear old Andy Carnegie, 
Who looks so very much like me, 
That beggars stop me by the score 
To ask me for a Dinosaur. 
—H ar per’s Weekly 


AN UNCERTAIN JOB 


Michaei Callahan, a section boss for the Southern Railroad 
in the little town of Ludlow, Kentucky, has a keen Gaelic wit 
One warm afternoon, while walking along the railroad tracks 
he found a section hand placidly sleeping beside the rails. Calla 
han looked disgustedly at the delinquent for a full minute and 
then remarked: 

‘*Slape on, ye lazy spalpeen, slape on, fur as long as you slape 
you’ve got a job, but when you wake up you ain’t got none.” 
Lippincott’s. 


FOREWARNING 


“John, do you love me?”’ 

a a 

“Do you adore me?”’ 

“IT s’pose.” 

“Will you always love me?” 

““Ye—look here, woman, what: have you been and gone and 
ordered sent home now?”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


IN REPLY to a correspondent, the Boston Pilot explains th 
old English toast, ‘‘Here’s to the three B’s and the H.” The 
three B’s are bread, beer and bed; the H. stands for Heaven 
The full toast is: 

“*Here’s to the three B’s and the H: 
Bread when we’re hungry, 
Beer when we’re dry, 
Bed when we’re weary, 
And Heaven when we die.” 

They are said to be used chiefly in Sussex.—Bu/jalo Commer: 

cial. 


THE POINT OF VIEW 


The countess has gone on her first shooting-trip and stops a 
the gamekeepers’ house for the night. 
“TI have never heard the nighingales sing so loud,” 
marked. ‘ 
“You can easily quiet them, my lady; I have put a bootjack 
or two by your ladyship’s bedside.” —/ugend (Munich). 
= 


she re- 
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Lire is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, Great Britain, Canada and 
$5.00 a year in advance. Additional postage to foreign countries in the Postal 
Single current copies, 10 cents. 


British Possessions. 
Union, $1.04 a year; to Canada, 52 cents. 
three months from date of publication, 25 cents. 


No contribution will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and addressed envelope. 
The International News Company, Breams 


Lire is for sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. 


Back numbers, after 
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Building, Chancery Lane, London, E. C., England, AGENTs. : 
also at Saarbach’s News Exchanges, 1, New Coventry Street, Leicester Square, W., I 
St. Georges, Paris; 1, Via Firenze, Milan; Mayence, Germany. ial 
The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted, and are not to be reproduced without spec 
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For him 


The Ideal Holiday Gift is one 
of my Razors—the «“ Gillette.” 
It will save him time—save him 

money—he will appreciate it for 

a lifetime and his gratefulness 

will be everlasting—because with 


The Gillette Safety Razor 


no skill is required to use it successfully, 
there is——no honing —no stropping — 
the most inexperienced man can shave 
himself without cut or scratch. 


Buy it for him to-day 


The Gillett Safety Razor Set consists of a triple 
silver plated holder, 12 double-edged blades, 

24 keen edges, packed in a velvet lined leather 
case, and the price is $5.00 at all the lead- 


ing Jewelry, Drug, Cutlery, Hardware 
and Sporting Goods Dealers. 


COMBINATION SETS 
FROM $6.50 to $50 





Ask your dealer for the “GILLETTE” 
: to-day. If substitutes are offered refuse 
them and write us at once for our booklet and free trial offer. 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 


228 TIMES BUILDING, NEW YORK CITY 
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THE CROFUT & KNAPP CO. BROADWAY, AT THIRTEENTH ST., NEW YORK | 





The first Derby made in America was a C. & K. 


HATS FOR MEN 
NAPP-FELT hats are the best hats made. They 


are appropriate presents for the Holidays—for 
yourself or for your friend. If you please, we 
will send an order, on receipt of remittance, which 
will be honored by any hatter in the United States. 


| KNAPP-FELT De Luxe hats are Six Dollars— 


nurrane Knapp-Felts are Four Dollars, everywhere. 
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Four 24-Hour Trains to Chicago Every Day 
NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 
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January Second, 1908 


It will contain: 
A New Drawing 
by 
Charles Dana Gibson 


Reminiscent Articles 
by 
John A. Mitchell 
James S. Metcalfe 


| anda 


Thomas L. Masson 





Birthday Poems 
by 
Julian Hawthorne 
and 


Edward S. Martin 


Also 
Reproduced pages from the first 
number of LIFE, and a num- 
ber of special illustrations with 
special text by LIFE’S best 


artists and contributors. 





| 
'] Order in advance from your 
newsdealer or begin your sub- 
scription so as to include this 
historic number. 








- LIFE: » 


will celebrate its 


‘| wenty- fifth 
Birthday 


in the issue of 
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OFT IN THE STILLY 


Oft in the stilly night, 
When nightmares prance around me 
And shadowy shapes delight 
In coming in to hound me, 
I think of stocks I bought 
When things were looking brighter, 
Before our money got 
To getting tight and tighter; 
The smiles, the tears of boyhood’s years, 
Ah, let them go to thunder! 
Each day a new low mark appears, 
When will it end, I wonder? 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 


As to Round the World travel— 
An exclusive atmosphere is assured guests ot 
THE COLLVER TOURS COMPANY, 


INGRATITUDE 


It was midnight, and a drizzle was falling steadily. A man 
shuffled along Oxford Street, Manchester, England, hugging the 
walls for shelter. Presently he spoke to a passer-by: 

“Could you give mea copper, sir, toward my night’s lodgings ?” 

‘“How much have you got already?” 

‘““Twopence, sir; and if I had another twopence’””—— 

“You can get a comfortable bed in a warm room at the Salva 
tion Army shelter in Shepstow Street for twopence.” 

“Salvation Army?” This with a decided sniff. ‘‘ Thank you, 
sir, I haven’t come to that yet!” 

It was an experience which recalls General Booth’s story of 











the drunken woman who was carried into a Salvation Army 
shelter. When she recovered consciousness and was told where 
she was, she exclaimed in horror-stricken tones: 

“Salvation Army! Goodness gracious, I must get out of this, 
or I shall lose my reputation!’”’—Jllustrated Sunday Magazine. 


To break in new shoes, always shake in Allen’s Foot-Ease, a 
powder, then patent leather can’t crack. 


LEGAL TENDER 


The Willamette Heights citizen handed the conductor of the 
car a $5 clearing house certificate. 

““What’s that?” asked the man behind the bell cord. 

““That’s a clearing house certificate, the new kind of Portland 
money,” said the W. H. citizen. 

“Is it good ?” asked the lord of the punch. 

‘Sure it’s good. Paper money goes these days.’ 

‘All right, old man,” and the conductor immediately handed 
the passenger $4.95 worth of transfers.—Portland Oregonian. 



























BENJAMIN ConstTANntT, having sided with Napoleon during the 
Hundred Days, felt the need of justifying himself when Louis 
XVIII returned to power. He wrote the king a letter with that 
end in view, and called upon Madame Récamier to discuss the 
subject. She asked him quietly: ‘“‘ Have you finished your letter?” 
“Yes.” “Are you satisfied with it?” ‘Entirely satisfied. I 
have almost persuaded myself.” 


Bellman. 







THE SoutH For Hospitatity: The Manor, Asheville, North 


Carolina, is the best inn South.—Booklet. 






EQUAL TO THE OCCASION 


A notable wit of the English bench, Lord Bramwell, was once 
sitting in a case where an apparently fashionable woman was 





accused of shoplifting. 
“My lord, my client is not a common thief,” urged the barrister 
for the defense; “she is suffering from kleptomania.”’ 
“That is exactly the disease I am here to cure,” 









replied Lord 
Bramwell, blandly.—Circle. 








From an Eastern city comes a sad story of a pawnbroker. He 


street door brought him to the window with a jerk. 
matter?” he shouted. ‘Come down,” demanded the knocker. 
‘But ’- “Come down!” ‘The man of many nephews 
hastened downstairs and peeped around the door. ‘‘ Now, 
sir?” he demanded. “I wan’sh know the time,” said the reveler. 
“Do you mean to say you knocked me up for that? How dare 
you?” The midnight visitor looked injured. 
my watch,” he said.—Argonaut. 





















Nobody likes te Bridge-it; everybody likes to ‘‘Rad-Bridge”’ it. 


BERKELEY BUILDING, ROSTOX | 


“Well, you’ve got | 
























was enjoying a beauty sleep when a furious knocking at the | 
““What’s the | 
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Ask for 
Trimble Whiskey 
High Ball 

The best of all 















Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 


SOLE PROPRIETORS 
WHITE, HENTZ & CO. 
Phila. and New York 


ESTABLISHED 


1793 














Makes the best cocktail. A delightful 
aromatic for all wine, spirit and soda 
beverages. A tablespoonful in an ounce 
of sherry or sweetened water after 
meals affords relief and aids digestion. 


Important to see that it is Abbott’. 





ABBOTT'S 




















‘ANA_HAND_MADE_ CIGARS 


DIRECT FROM FACTORY TO SMOKER 
MY. BOOKLET. ON “REGNO...CIGARS WI E Y, 
BR ic ens Eta Re RY 





































ONE WAY BY WATER 
ONE BY RAIL 


Or Vice Versa 


A_ suggestion for a delightful trip to the quaint, half-French, half- 
American city of New Orleans, always brimful of interest to the tourist— 
once visited, creates a desire for an annual trip. 


Southern Pacific Steamers 


SUPERB ACCOMMODATIONS—SUITES, STATEROOMS 
BATHS, SPACIOUS DECKS, UNSURPASSED CUISINE 


New York to New Orleans 


Five days on the Atlantic—a stay in New Orleans—a side trip to 
Havana, or to Texas, Mexico, California—or return to New York by rail 
or steamer. Send for copy of handsome book free. 





L. H. NUTTING, G. P. A., 349 Broadway, New York 
Or any Southern Pacific Agent 
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“THE WATER OVER IN THE BROOK IS MUCH 
BETTER—IT HAS BUGS IN IT.” 


A Sly Hit 
“I JENRY JAMES,” said a publisher, “lives at 
Rye, one of England’s cinq portes, but re- 


| cently he left Rye for a time and took a house in the 


country near the estate of a millionaire jam manu- 
facturer, retired. ‘This man, having married an 
earl’s daughter, was ashamed of the trade whereby 
he had piled up his fortune. 

“The jam manufacturer one day wrote Mr. James 
an impudent letter, vowing that it was outrageous 
the way the James servants were trespassing on his 
gounds. Mr. James wrote back: 

“*Dear Sir: I am very sorry to hear that my serv- 
ants have been poaching on your preserves. 

“«P. S.—Excuse my mentioning your preserves.’”’ 

-Washington Star. 


Good News 
N AMUSING story is told at the expense of a 
prominent Baltimore lawyer, who, like most 
young attorneys, got his first case by assignment 
from the bench. His client had been indicted for 
murder, and his conviction was a foregone conclu- 
sion, as his guilt was unquestionable. 

The result of the trial was a sentence to be hanged; 
but the man made an appeal to the Governor for a 
pardon, and was anxiously awaiting a reply thereto 
when his lawyer visited him in his cell. 

“T got good news for you—very good news!”’ the 
young lawyer said, grasping the man’s hand, 

“Did the Governor Is it a pardon ?” the man 
exclaimed, joyously. 

“Well—no. The fact is the Governor refuses to 
interfere. But an uncle of yours has died and left 
you two hundred dollars, and you will have the satis- 
faction of knowing that your lawyer got paid, you 
— was the comforting explanation.—Harper’s 

eekly. 





A STORY is told of Marshal Lefebvre, Duke of 
Dantzic, that favorite of Napoleon, . which 
illustrates his own consciousness of the qualities that 
had made him what he was. He was vexed at the 
tone of envy and unkindness with which a com- 
panion of his childhood, who met him in his pros- 
perity, spoke of his riches, titles and luxury, and 


Said in r ply: “Well, now you shall have it all, but 
at the price which I have paid for it. We will go into 
the garden, and I will fire a musket at you sixty 
limes, j 


and then if you are not-killed everything shall 
be yours, "—Argonaut. 


No Antiques 
‘1D 1) Louise get the antiques she wanted ?” 
““ “No. Her house is most comfortably fur- 
nished.’"—Woman’s Home Companion. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its purity has made it famous.” 


+ LIFE: 











THE THEATR 








THE THEATRE 











$4.50 VALUE FOR $3.00 


THE THEATRE MAGAZINE brings the New York Theatres to your home each month—a sumptuous maga- 
zine replete with interesting text, exclusive portraits, splendid illustrations, and authoritative criticisms of 
the plays and players people are talking about—admittedly the next best thing 1o seeing the play itself. 


$4.50 Value for $3.00 
For $3.00, the regular subscription price to THE THEATRE MAGAZINE, 
we will enter your nameas a subscriber for the next twelve months and send 
you at once absolutely free the new and valuable Biography of Maude Adams 
(regular price $1.50, bound in silk cloth, illustrated with 24 exclusive photos, 
vividly interesting narrative of Miss Adams’s life by Ada Patterson). 
THIS OFFER IS LIMITED. 


THE THEATRE MAGAZINE, 22 W. 33d Street, New York City 


Uf you are not familiar with THE THEATRE MAGAZINE, send us twenty-five cents for Our 
Players’ Gallery, being three numbers bound together, one hundred pages of text, 
one hundred and fifty illustrations, three colored plates. 


E MAGAZINE 








SEND AT ONCE 


















































for each one. 


from twenty to fifty per cent. 


it ever bought before. 


J. M. Hanson’s 
Magazine 
Agency, 














Lexington, 


to save on over 3000 magazines, 
newspapers and combination offers. Not 
only does our system save you money, but 
it saves you all the bother. 
one check for all the magazines, instead of a check 
If you want a dozen magazines you 
make out one order, instead of twelve and save 


Our new catalogue contains new ideas, new offers, 
new suggestions, valuable information about mak- 
ing your magazine money buy more this year than 


Se 


How fo save money 
in buying magazines 


What we have done for 
thousands we can do 
for you 











M°CLURES 
| MAGAZINE 
(725 sw 


ur new cata- 
logue shows 
you exactly how 


You make out 


JM.HANSON’S “aes 
MAGAZINE AGENCY, 
LEXINGTON, KY. 
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This $8.00 Manicure Set and $6.00 is yours if you 
will secure 20 subscriptions to 


THE 
METROPOLITAN 
MAGAZINE 


THE METROPOLITAN 
MAGAZINE is _ launching 
the greatest subscription 
campaign ever inaugurated 
in the history of the publish- 
ing business. We are offer- 
ing a wonderful series of 
valuable prizes and liberal 
commissions this season to 
representatives who secure 
subscriptions to the Metro- 
politan Magazine. 

Not only. is this one of 
the greatest subscription 
campaigns, but it also 
offers the richest harvest 
for solicitors of sub- 
scriptions, for the value 
of the prizes and the 
amount of the commis- 
sions are to bein keep- 
ing with the campaign. 
































For 5 Subscriptions, a $2.00 Seal Bill Book and $1.50 Cash 










o- = s* 6.00 Fountain Pen ” 4.50 * 
«- 20 os an 8.00 Mirror ” 6.00 * 
« 50 ss a 20.00 Kodak <« BO «* 
** 60 es ** 24.00 Watch s* 18.00 * 
- io ** 30.00 Boat “« 2200 © 







The above are only a few of the liberal prizes to representatives. 









Each subscription taken earns a prize and a cash commission. Your cash 
commission and the value of your prize is in proportion 
to the number of subscriptions taken. 









Absolutely No Competitive Prizes Offered 






Write at once for our Illustrated Circular entitled “‘A Prize Package Which May 
Be Worth Many Dollars to You.” 


THE METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE 


Dept. Ll. 3 West Twenty-ninth St., 
N. Y. City, N. Y. 




















Latest Books 

My Bunkie and Other Ballads, by E. ©. Garrett. 
(Lippincott and Company, Philadelphia $1.25.) 

The Daughter of Jorio, by Gabriele D \nnunzio, 
(Little, Brown and Company. $1.50.) 

The Emily Emmins Papers, by Car 
(G. P. Putnam’s Sons.) 

More About the Roosevelt Bears, by Seymour 
Eaton. (Edward Stern and Company, Phil adelphia,) 

The Sonnets of H. W. Longjellow. (Houghton 
Mifflin and Company, Boston. $0.75.) 

Greece and the Aegean Islands, by Philip S. Mar- 
den. (Houghton, Mifflin and Company, Boston, 
$3.00.) 

Memoirs of Monsieur Claude, translated by Kath- 
erine P. Wormeley. (Houghton, Mifflin and Com- 
pany, Boston. $4.00.) 

The Halo, by Bettina von Hutten. 
and Company. $1.50.) 

Bohemia in London, by Arthur Ransome. 
Mead and Company. $1.50.) 

J. Archibald McKackney: Collector of Whiskers, 
|(The Outing Publishing Company. $1.25.) 

A Vers de Société SS ee by Carolyn Wells 
(Charles Scribner’s Sons. $1.2 

Henrik Ibsen’s Collected Ploys: Little Eyolf; John 
Gabriel Borkman; When We Dead Awaken. (Charles 
Scribner’s Sons. Vol. XI. $1.00.) 

The Broken Road, by A. E. W. Mason. 
Scribner’s Sons.) 

Hymns of the Marshes, by 
(Charles Scribner’s Sons. $2.00.) 

The First Nantucket Tea Party. 
Walter Tittle. (Doubleday, Page and Company. 
$2.00.) 

The Child in Art, by Margaret B. 
(Ginn and Company, Boston. $2.00.) 

The History of Music to the Death of Schubert, by 
J. K. Paine. (Ginn and Company, Boston. $2.75.) 

Memorials of Thomas Davidson, Fdited by Will- 


n Wells, 


(Dodd, Mead 


(Dodd, 


(Charles 


Sidney Lanier. 


Carpenter. 


iam Knight. (Ginn and Company, Boston. $1.25.) 
The Amateur Chauffeur 

ILLIAM H. HOTCHKISS, one of the direc- 

tors of the American Automobile Association, 


said the other day in Buffalo: 

“T believe that a man, to love automobiling thor- 
oughly, must know all about his car—how to run it, 
how to clean it, how to repair it, how to take it apart. 

“A friend of mine owns a small car. He has no 
chauffeur, and every time he goes out a breakdown 
occurs. No wonder. 

“He said to me the other day: 

“*T took my runabout all apart yesterday.’ 

“*Tid you?’ said I; and, knowing his impracti- 
cability, I added, seriously : ‘Well, when you do that, 
you must always be careful not to lose any of the 
parts.’ 

“*Not to lose any of them?’ said he. ‘No fear. 
Why, when I put that machine together again yes 
terday, I had nearly two dozen pieces left over.’ 
Washington Star. 


The Far Limit 


HE lawyer said sadly to his wife on his return 
home one night: ‘People seem very suspicious 
of me. You know old Jones? Well, I did some work 
for him last month, and when he asked me for the 
bill this morning, I told him out of friendship thé at I 
wouldn’t charge him anything. He thanked me cor 


dially, but said he’d like a receipt.”—Nationa 
Farmer. 
He Had 
ERVOUS LADY PASSENGER (/o deck hand): 


Have you ever seen any worse weather than 


this, Mister Sailor? 
Deck Hanp: Take a word from an old salt, mum: 
the weather’s never very bad while there’s 4°Y 
about It.— 


females on deck a-making hinquiries 
London Tit-Bits. 
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Just a little on 
CHEESE 


is delicious. It adds zest 
to Welsh Rarebit, Maca- 
roni with Cheese, Cheese 
Toast and Chafing Dish 
Cooking. 


Lea & Perrins’ 
Sauce 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS 


John Duncan’s Sons, Agents, New York 






















the Tie 


“PERFECT” Dress 
Tie 

lves the k knotti b- 

ag : arte 7 ay ae 


and “stays put.” White or 
Black. 


At all better shops 


KEYS & LOCKWOOD 
NEW YORK 


—_—__ 








The crowning feature of a faultless toilet—a 
mouth and teeth made clean with 





The OXYGEN Tooth Powder 


“ set . . . 
A positive advance in the scientific development of a dentifrice.” 
—Fames Truman, D.D.S., Editor International Dental Fournal. 


“The OXYGEN does it” 


Of all druggists 25 cents 


Dainty trial size can and booklet sent 
on receipt of 5 cents (stamp or coin). 


McKesson & Robbins, Dept. H, 91 Fulton St., New York 
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A NEAR CUT 


IT DON’T SEEM HALF SO FAR OVER TO 
MRS. SNAPPER’S SINCE I GOT MY NEW GLASSES.” 


“OH My! 


A Little Anxious 


PHYSICIAN writes to the London Spectator 

that he was recently attending a patient whose 
husband came to see him concerning her condition, 
and greeted him with the words, “Mr. Irving, do 
you think there is any need for any unnecessary 
anxiety about my wife?”—Woman’s Home Com- 
panion. 


No Longer an Apprentice 


ADY (to blind beggar): Where’s the boy who 
used to lead you ’round, my poor man? 
BEGGAR: Oh, he’s gone into business on his own 
account.—Meggendorjer Blaetter. 


Useful Fat 


REPORTER was congratulating Mr. Mar- 
coni, at Sydney, N. S., upon his success with 
transatlantic wireless telegraphy. 

“But, sir,”’ said the reporter, “they tell me you are 
working so hard that you only sleep four hours a 
night ?” 

“Yes, that is true,”’ said the inventor. 

“‘No wonder you are getting thin,” the reporter 
observed. “ You are growing famous, to be sure, but 
at what a price of flesh!” 

“T am not like the Italian admiral, Libertini, 
then,”’ said Mr. Marconi, laughing. ‘ Libertini,’’ he 
went on, “had won many battles and great renown, 
and at a ball given in his honor one lady said to 
another: 

“<But how frightfully fat our dear admiral is 
getting.’ 

“Ves, said the second lady. ‘Isn’t it fortunate? 
Otherwise he wouldn’t be able to wear all his 
medals.’”—Washington Star. 


“J WANT you to write me a play.” 
“What sort of a play?” 
“Well, we have seventeen specialties. Get me up 
enough stuff to wedge ’em apart.”—Louwisville 
Courier-Journal. 


OPHOMORE (groaning over his Greek lesson) : 

Oh, why didn’t Homer reserve translation rights! 
—Translated for Transatlantic Tales jrom Fliegende 
Blaetter. 





LirE regrets that the words “ Purveyors to H. M. the German 
Emperor and King of Prussia ” were omitted from the advertise- 
ment of J. W. Wuppermann’s Angostura Bitters in the Thanks- 




















Large, comfortable 
lavatories on the 


GOLDEN STATE LIMITED 


help to start the day 
right for the whole 
family en route to 


CALIFORNIA 


@ Special conveniences for every member 
of your party — library, buffet, mission 
dining car, plenty of room for the children 
to play in, plenty of places for their elders 
to lounge in. 


Leaves Chicago and St. Louis daily over the 
El Paso short line, route of lowest altitudes. 
@ Write today for illustrated books dealing fully with 
every phase of California 
travel via the Rock Island 
Lines. Accomodations should 
be reserved early to insure 
satisfaction, 
JOHN SEBASTIAN, 
Passenger Traffic Manager, 
CHICAGO. 


Rock 





Island ' 
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The World's Best 


&. Bitters 


Oldest and best 


Tonic Cordial. It 
stimulates, in- 
vigorates and 
aids digestion as 
nothing else will. 


Sold everywhere. 


LUYTIES BROTHERS 
U. 8. Agents, New York 














giving Number. 


761 





Whitman Saddles 


KNOWN THE WORLD OVER 


E are the sole manufacturers of the celebrated 
Whitman Saddles and Specialties. We im- 

port and manufacture everything 

for the saddle horse, from ‘* saddle 

to spur.”” 

Every man and woman interested in horse- 

back riding should have our book. 


WE MAIL IT FREE 


The Mehlbach Saddle Co. —- 






(Successors to Whitman Saddle Co.) 


108 Chambers St., New York 
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Prize Drawing 
By 
Mr. Malcolm Stewart 


Copyright 1997 by Life Pub. Co. 














This has been selected for our sub- 
scription premium picture this season. 
This won the double prize in our 
recent “Quotation Contest,” open to 
the world’s best artists. Twelve 
prizes of $250 each were offered for 
illustrations of familiar quotations, 
the best of these twelve to receive a 
further prize of $500, making $750 
in all. Mr. Malcolm Stewart re- 
ceived the double prize for his illus- 


tration of the above quotation. 


A special photogravure re=- 
production of this drawing 
12 by 8 inches in size, 
on plate paper, 22 by 18 
inches, will be sent on re- 
ceipt of $5 for a yearly 


subscription to LIFE. This 
offer closes March Ist, 1908 


ary Ist will include the special 
Birthday Number, commemorating 


LIFE'S Twenty-fifth Anniversary. 


Life Publishing Company 
17 West Thirty-first Street, New York 


Canadian Subscriptions, $5.52 
Foreign Subscriptions, $6.04 


Subscriptions received before Janu- 








A room without pictures is like a room without windows.—RUSKIN 


What Better Gift Than One of 


Life's Prints ¢ 


Copyright 1907 by Life Pub. Co. 











HER .CHOICE 


“Smile if ye will, 
But some heart-strings 

Are closest link 
With simplest things.” 


After C. Coles Phillips 
India Print in Brown, 22 by 18 in 
$2.00 


Copyright 1907 by Life Pub. Co. 
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’ | 
“EXCUSE ME, BUT WOULD YOU MIND MOVING A LITTLE TO ONE SIDE? 
WE’VE GOT TO PUT A RAILROAD THROUGH HERE.” 

After Gordon Grant 


Hand-colored India Print, 22 by 18 in. 


2.00 


Copyright 1907 by Life Pub. Co. 
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eA ronnrnty 
“HOPE SPRINGS ETERNAL IN THE HUMAN BREAST.” 


After Malcolm Stewart 
Hand Mounted India Print, 22 by 18 in. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 17 West 31st Street, New York 


Copyright 1906 by Life Pub. Co. 

















“FOR A GOOD BOY” 


After A. D. Blashfield 
Photogravure in Green, 11 by 14 in. 
50 cents 














THE WRECKER 


After Henry Hutt 
Facsimile in Color, 13 by 15 in. 
$1.00 


Acopy of our illustrated catalogue for 1908 will 


be sent to any address on receipt of ten cents 
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PLAYING THE GAME 


HERE absolute reliability is demanded at the most trying 
instant—where power must be constant and unvarying, yet 


sensitive to the slightest control—where the value of being honestly 
trained or built counts most—there the OLDSMOBILE wins. 


The season of 1907 was a banner year of Oldsmobile winnings---in every speed, hill-climb 
or reliability contest in which it entered it came away with flying colors. 


The big Model Z, Six-cylinder, is the pride of the 1908 product! An aristocratic, dignified 
car, snappy with up-to-the-minute style and character. Driven by its wonderfully simple and 
flexible six-cylinder motor, it will canter along behind a milk wagon or fly ahead of an express. 


Three other models for 1908---our catalogue is written for the buyer who demands that he 
know the car in which he invests. We would be pleased to mail you a copy. Address Dept. L. 


OLDS MOTOR WORKS, LANSING, MICHIGAN, U.S.A. 


Member Association of Licensed Automobile Manufacturers 
Canadian Trade Supplied from Canadian Factory. Address FREDERICK SAGER, 80 King Street East, Toronto, Ont. 
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“The only kind that won't smart or ¢ 
ORE than half the 


shave depends upon 
the lather and that depends 
on getting Williams Sha- 
ving Soaps. Other soaps 
produce lather, but nothing 
has ever equalled Williams 
Shaving Soap in its ability 
to soften the beard, soothe 
the face and allay irrita- 
tion. That's why in the 
experience of a multitude 
of men it is “ The Only 
Real Shaving Soap.” 


Williams Shaving Stick sent on 


receipt of price, 25c,if your drug- 
gist oes not sup Ly you. A sam~ 
ple stick (enoug for fifty shaves) 


for 4c in stamps. 


The New WNickeled Box 
Hinged Cover 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY 
Department A, Glastonbury, Conn. 


ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR WILLIAMS 
JERSEY CREAM TOILET SOAP 











